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by an incendiary raid; and the neighbour was reluct-
antly sacrificing his home to the city's safety. Just the
day before, the prefecture had ordered all able-bodied
girls from the secondary schools to spend a few days
helping to clear these lanes, and they started work soon
after the all-clear sounded.
Mrs. Nakamura went back to the kitchen, looked at
the rice, and began watching the man next door. At
first she was annoyed with him for making so much
noise, but then she was moved almost to tears by
pity. Her emotion was specifically directed toward
her neighbour, tearing down his home, board by board,
at a time when there was so much unavoidable destruc-
tion, but undoubtedly she also felt a generalised,
community pity, to say nothing of'self-pity. She had
not had an easy time. Her husband, Isawa, had gone
into the army just after Myeko was born, and she had
heard nothing from or of him for a long time, until., on
March 5th, 1942, she received a seven-word telegram:
" Isawa died an honourable death at Singapore."
She learned later that he had died on February 15th,
the day Singapore feU> and that he had been a corporal
Isawa had not been a particularly prosperous tailor, and
his only capital was a Sankoku sewing machine- After
his death, when his allotments stopped coming, Mrs.
Nakamuru got out the machine and began to take in
piecework herself, and since then had supported the
children, but poorly, by sewing.
As Mrs. Nakamura stood watching her neighbour,
everything flashed whiter than any white she had ever
seen. She did not notice what happened to the man
next door; the reflex of a mother set her in motion